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and darkness such that you cannot see your own hand when
held up against the sky.

But now farewell, a long farewell, to happiness, winter or
summer ! farewell to smiles and laughter ! farewell to peace
of mind, to tranquil dreams, and to the blessed consolations
of sleep ! For more than three years and a-half I am sum-
moned away from these. Here opens upon me an Iliad of
woes : for I now enter upon